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We Used to Love One Another 


Author's Notes: 
Another repost from A03. | put it up here to be enjoyed by everyone 


Summer 1998 

After creating a monster, going to hell and back, now he is saving the world Or something. His new glammed 
out image was a shock in a different way to the masses who consumed music, starting with the cover of that 
album. A complete departure from the norm, nobody expected that. Genderless, featureless, except the 


breasts. 


He knew he was going to alienate a majority of the ones who came aboard for Antichrist Superstar. It was 


necessary, however, to now become a savior to rock n roll, rather than a devil. Part of the image involved her. 
Rose. 


She was beautiful, no doubt. A rose by any other name should smell as sweet, and he should know. One of the 


biggest actresses in the industry at the time, she provided a major boost to his image and his ego. 
When they made love, she cried. Perhaps she knew he was not totally there for her. His mind was still on 


someone he left behind. 


And so she tried to ingratiate herself, be the consort of the shock rocker that she knew she had to be. That 
bracelet dress was only the beginning. Perhaps she was trying too hard, but she knew that her man had a one 


track mind and he took some convincing. He was not easily swayed. 


It was poetry, really. The bad boy trying to go good, or at least not get blown up by crazy fanatics. The good 
girl who was going bad to keep her man when she knew it was probably futile. 


Deep down inside, he knew the truth. The only thing missing was Trent. 


He could run away from everything he created thus far, but truthfully, he was running away from Trent and 
all that reminded him of Trent. That was the truth behind the change. That was the reason for the new sound 
and image, the rock n roll savior after the destruction. Anything less than perfection reminded him too much 
of messy sheets rolled around in, dirty fucking late at night, stolen kisses and messed up hair. Trying to fix 
their clothes in a minute or less before someone caught them. The true destruction of the Antichrist 
Superstar had come when he and Trent parted ways. It was a nasty goodbye and truthfully, Brian didn't think 
he would ever speak to him again. That hurt more than anything else. The hurt was more than he could deal 


with, so he shoved it inside and continued on, threw himself on his fiance and pretended like he didn't care. 
The truth was, he cared too much. 


And as for Trent? Well, he kept Brian's number. There were times he itched to dial it. Seven digits. So easy. But 
the words they parted with, how do you even go back? 


| don't care if you die. | don't want to see you again. You mean nothing to me. | hope you burn in hell. 


How do you come back from that and pretend like all is well and forgiven? Besides, all seemed well and good 
with Rose. She seemed like she fit in quite well with the band. John5 seemed to adore her, but then he liked 
most women that had breasts. That bracelet of a dress certainly didn't help matters. 


What doesn't kill you is going to leave a scar indeed. And certainly, if they survived each other, they have 
battle wounds. 


Brian, thought Trent. Stop running. | love you. | was a coward and missed my chance. And now | regret it. 


Halfway across the country, Marilyn Manson and his band were at some event or another and Brian Warner 
was talking to the camera about the usual subjects. He had to catch himself when he started to speak about 
how much he missed Trent and those stolen moments. 


Fuck, he thought. God damn. | fucked up. 


Forgive me Trent. | hope you know | fucked up. 


